WATER      UNDER      THE      BRIDGES
insisted on sitting in the stern of the boat in full uniform, and who
could not swim, would have at once plunged into the water to rescue
me.
When the quail were in I used to take the Makook down to the
Marmora where the birds were thickest, and spend an hour or two at
dawn and dusk shooting. The pleasantest trip of that kind which
I ever had was just before the final evacuation. My companions on
that occasion were the Commercial Secretary, Colonel Harold Woods,
and the unfortunate Barry Domville, who was then Chief of Staff to
Admiral Brock. Himself an Admiral, and the son of another dis-
tinguished Admiral, "Monkey" Domville, nothing short of irrefutable
proof will ever make me believe that Barry was, or ever could be, cap-
able of any act helpful to Germany or contrary to British interests.
He was certainly a whole-hearted partisan of Anglo-German co-
operation, which, if it were possible, is an obviously desirable aim,
and he ran a newspaper or periodical called The Link—of which I never
saw a copy myself, but which I suppose had some sort of circulation—
which propagandized to that effect. That may well be, but that he
lifted a little finger against Britain is to me inconceivable.
Be that as it may, I shall never forget that three-days' trip with him
and Harold Woods. I took my French cook with me and plenty of
beer and champagne. The Marmora is full of fish, and the bouilla-
baisse that the cook made us is still a memory, as well as the freshly
killed quail spatchcocked in vine leaves. Late one afternoon we
started off and dropped anchor in a bay near Makrikevy. The first
morning was a failure and we got only about a dozen birds altogether.
But there was a big flight of quail in the night, and the next morning
in three hours we got about 180, and shot until we were tired. I
had promised Admiral Brock that I would bring Domville back to
his flagship by midday at latest on the following day. This meant
that we could manage only about an hour's shooting the next morning.
Even so we got between seventy and eighty birds, and by a quarter
to noon I had deposited Domville on the deck of the Iron Duke with
a sackful of quail for his shipmates.
After each morning's shoot, when we were hot and dusty, and as
soon as we got back to the Makook^ we used to dive off the deck into
about twenty feet of absolutely transparent water. That in itself was
a joy. Then followed an enormous lunch, quantities to drink, and
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